IS!

The parent pair their secret homage pay,

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request
That He who stills the raven's clam'rous nest5

And decks the Illy fair in flow'ry pride.
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best,"

For them and for their little ones provide ;
But chiefly,   in   their hearts with grace divine
preside.

XIX,

From scenes like these .old Scotia's grandeur
springs,

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad:
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings,

" An honest man's thenoblest work of GOD:"
And certeS) in fair virtue's heav'nly road,

The cottage leaves the palace far behind;
"What is a lordling's pomp I   a cumbrous Ioad3

Disguising oft the wretch of human kinds
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd !

XX.

O Scotia! my dear, my native soil!

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent!
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil,

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet

content!
And, O ! may Heav'n their simple lives prevent

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile !
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent,

A virtuous